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It was well into January by the time Mikael made his way over to England again. The holidays were always his 
family time and aside from a few phone calls or emails Steven never heard much from him. It had hurt the 
first year they were together, an odd mix of longing and anger at being usurped by a wife and kids back in 
Sweden. Every year was the same, Mikael carefully crafting tour schedules to avoid the Christmas season 


while the girls were young. 

Steven tried to picture Mikael in a Santa suit and white beard. It made him smile in the long dark days. 
Casually as you will, Mikael trekked back north of London like nothing out of the ordinary. They had an unspoken 
agreement between them, since both of their careers were doing well and money wasn't really an issue 
anymore. No gifts, not even as a joke. Unless it was a new bottle of wine to share, then certain exceptions 
were made. Steven got enough useless trinkets from his mother (who still thought she had to spoil him and 
the dog), and Mikael got plenty from his extended family. 

"Fucking shitty weather," Mikael said as a greeting as he trekked mud and water into Steven's house. 


"At least it's not snow." Steven was never sure how they managed the endless layer of snow that far north. 


Mikael dropped his travel bag on the floor and set to kicking off his trainers. "The snow does not get into your 
shoes like rain does. It is not so bad" A wet sock slipped off his foot and was balled into a shoe to mildew. 


"This is just nasty." 

"l'Il take above zero any day. You can have your negative ten and we'll call it even" He grabbed Mikael's bag to 
get it out of the spreading pile of water, noticing the sudden crunch of paper when he moved it. His heart 
sank. He'd gotten Mikael something but he'd wanted it to be special and instead it sounded like it was going to 
be a gift exchange. "What's in there?" Steven scrunched the duffel again. "I thought we agreed no gifts." 

Mikael was bent over, awkwardly balancing on a wall and trying to pull off his other sock. "Can | get my coat 
off first? You are worse than my wife." Mikael grabbed the bag from him after dropping the last sock, bottles 
clinking at the bottom with the sudden movement. Still in his jacket, Mikael marched into the sitting room, 
finally setting the bag down next to the sofa before sitting and making himself at home. 


"Are you at least going to say hello?" Steven muted the television, conversation with Mikael was always better 


than anything on the blasted box. 


"I'm sorry," Mikael apologized. "That was rude of me." He stood again and stood toe to toe with Steven, looking 


down into his eyes. "Hello," he said softly. 
Steven had to fight the smile threatening to break through on his face. "Hi" 

Mikael's arms went around Steven's shoulders. "Happy late Christmas: 

Steven rolled his eyes but looped his arms around Mikaels waist and rested his head on the broad chest 


"I know we agreed no gifts, but | found something you had to have." Mikael was still in full-on Santa mode, 


having already spoiled too many people back home and now trying to foist some bauble off on Steven 

"I've got something for you too." Steven could feel Mikael's eyebrow raise. "Impulse buy, it's nothing major." 
‘Mmmmmm," Mikael purred, the deep rumble both comforting and sexy. "Looks like we are even then" Mikael 
held on, but wiggled. He was really impatient - one would have thought he was a kid on Christmas morning. 


Steven felt sympathy for his parents. 


With a slight push, Mikael disentangled himself and all but jumped for his bag, ripping into it and pulling out a 
rather smashed looking present. Not bad for a trip through the airline's custody. 


"Well, go get mine." He smiled and carefully cradled the green papered box. "C'mon," he bounced from foot to 


foot impatiently. 


"Jesus, alright, just calm down" He'd left the package in the studio, on the mantle above the computer. It was 


out of the way but still visible, a perfect spot to not be forgotten 


Steven was wracked with doubt now. That if Mikael had gotten him something real nice and all he had was this 


jokey thing. This is why they didn't give each other gifts. He had enough joke gifts from Nick Beggs over the 
years. This was a bad idea, maybe he could dump it in the kitchen bin on the way through and claim he'd lost 
it. Smoothing the silver paper, and fluffing the bow, he steeled his nerves and decided just to go with it. If 


everything worked out it would be worth it. Or he'd be embarrassed eternally. There was no in between. 


"Get lost?" Mikael looked over the back of the couch. Steven had gone the long way through the kitchen, 
grabbing two beers. One to dull the nerves and one to ease inhibitions. He just wasn't sure who needed which 


one. 


Steven handed over a bottle and sat on the opposite end of the sofa The glass bottle was cold in his hands, a 
comfort against sweaty palms. Here he was, in his forties and nervous all over again like a teenager. Not like 
Mikael was going to dump him even if he didn't agree with the gifts sentiment. 


"Oxford Gold? Any good?" Mikael twisted off the cap and sniffed it. 


"Dunno, on sale at Lidl, so how good can it be?" Mikael upended it, no waiting for Steven's analysis. He peered at 
the label again before declaring it ok. 


One sip into his beer and Mikael's squashed present was shoved towards him with Mikael leaning forward 


expectantly. The man was practically bouncing where he sat. 


"Want me to open it?" Mikael nodded. "Alright." He held his beer between his thighs and slid a finger under the 
sloppily taped seam of paper. The tape gave way and led to an odd mix of black and steel. Steven pulled it out 
of the wrapping and held it up, trying to figure out what it was and which way was up. The black straps 
seemed to go everywhere, connected by steel rings and the whole thing reeked of plastics. "What is it?" 


Mikael grabbed two of the straps and righted the thing, the mass of straps seeming to fall into some soft of 
order. "It is for you to wear." Steven peered at it again and vaguely saw where legs were supposed to fit 
through. It looked more like something Rob Halford would wear. 


"| don't know what to say." Steven kept staring at the black straps, finally finding a probably arm hole, and a 
collar that was probably meant to go around his neck. Mikael reached over and held up the attached collar, 
eyeing him up like a side of beef. 


| want to see you in it tonight” Mikael ran a finger over some of the vinyl before leaning back. "I think you'd 


look hot in it" 


Hot wasn't the word Steven would have picked. An emaciated stick caught in a fishing net maybe, this was 
bordering on the weird stuff those Swedes did back in their arctic lands. He'd have to think about it, but after 
enough wine he'd try anything for Mikael. The odd silence was probably not good for Mikael's enthusiasm, so he 
tried to smile as he noticed a particularly placed steel ring. He'd have to watch for that later. "I'll try it, but 
just for you," he hedged his bets. If Mikael had his way he'd better get used to the outfit. 


"What did you get me?" Steven's apparent apprehension hadn't diminished Mikael's spirit and he was back to 


bouncing again. 


He was happy to set the ‘clothing’ down on the paper it had been wrapped in. He handed the box to Mikael, no 
longer embarrassed by the gift. Turnabout fair play as it was. With little restraint Mikael ripped into the 
wrapping, every bit as sloppy as Steven had been methodical. His gift was in a proper box, the item and its 
accessories nestled in tissue paper. Mikael dug through it all, finding the main gift first and pulling it out of the 


box. 

It wavered in the air, all eighteen inches of double ended pink jelly almost see through but not quite. It was 
obscene looking when Steven had bought it, in Mikael's hand it looked even worse. The other accessories 
remained in the box and Mikael seemed uninterested in them. They were trivial in the grand scheme, but went 


nicely with the toy. 


"Is this for you or for me?" Mikael asked, wiggling the dildo and watching it bounce. "It is rude to buy yourself 


a Christmas present." 

"Isn't that what you did?" He gestured to the mess of tangles in the box. 

"You will have a good time with that, and with this." Mikael made a rude thrusting motion with the toy. 

Steven scoffed. "That ‘outfit is clearly for your benefit." 

Mikael leered. "You wear that and | would have to pleasure you." He gave Steven a big sweeping glance. "You will 
enjoy it" He turned his attention to the toy, twisting it in his hand and looking at it from all angles. "Maybe 


with this," he was thinking, a very dangerous thing to let Mikael do. 


"You'll like this too, | know it" Steven made a grab for the toy and took it from Mikael, holding it down low 


under his balls with the other end pointed towards Mikael. "So we can.. at the same time." 


Mikael stared, his brow crirkling. "You will need a longer bed," he finally decided. Steven didn't want to know the 
thoughts he didn't voice. 


Steven only rolled his eyes, taking the far end of the dildo and twisting it upwards, as if Mikael was on top of 
him. Mikael's eyes widened. "I think we'll both like it" 


Like a kid in a candy shop, Mikael claimed his present again, squeezing it and testing out just how flexible it was. 
His teeth grabbed his lower lip as he tried not to evilly smile. "We could have a good time with this." 


“There's more stuff in the box, c'mon, open it all." 


Unwilling to put down his gift, Mikael rummaged through the box one handed, pulling out a bottle of lube and 
some cleaning wipes, little bits Steven had picked up near the checkout. For all his digging Mikael was still 


enthralled with the possibilities of the dildo. 


"Can | try this while you wear that?" Mikael had licked his lips, clearly impatient with not being shown the 
bedroom yet. 


"We can do whatever you want." 


Finally Mikael set the dildo back in the box, setting the top of it and leaving the wrapping paper behind. "I like 


the sound of that" He was already starting for the stairs. "You coming?" 

Steven was close behind him, one finger hooked and carrying the strappy outfit. "Shor tly’ 

"| thought my jokes were bad," Mikael said as he climbed 

"They are," Steven replied, swatting him on the butt. "You better hurry or Ill make you wear this thing" 


Mikael waited for him at the top of the stairs. "Half an hour at your house and | am already receiving 


threats." 
Steven walked up to the larger man and shouldered him into the plaster. "Who says it's a threat?" 
‘MMmmm," Mikael moaned. "I love it when you're kinky." 


"And | love it when you're naked." Steven ran a hand between them, feeling his way down Mikael's torso and 


stopping at his groin, giving Mikael's hard cock a squeeze. 


It was a small reach for Mikael to bend down and kiss Steven. "Bedroom, now," he panted when the kiss broke. 
He had some good uses in mind for this present already and watched hungrily as Steven lead him to the 


bedroom. 


